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remarkable man. They say he once fought three
Pathans together and disposed of them all, and
you know a Pathan's arms are as big as most men's
thighs. A tremendously courageous man, my jdear.
I hear he's a Maharatta scholar, too, and shortly
to be promoted to the Governor's staff."
Elizabeth smiled wanly. Her aunt's face was a
firmament of design. She wondered if she would
next tell her Major Entwistle's size in collars.
"Do be kind to him, my dear. I want you to
make the best of your trip."                          ^
The euphemism made Elizabeth smile. It was
difficult for her to be otherwise than kind, since
she had purposely been brought half way across
the globe to be useful to some undesignated male.
But that belligerent little man was too repulsive
from every aspect. She would have to be tactful
and simulate acquiescence.
CCI rely implicitly on you, dearest Elizabeth.
Now I must hurry, the chaprassis are waiting."
Mrs. Lord rose, pinched Elizabeth's cheeks,,
shook out her crinoline, and glided from the room.
A moment later her voice could be heard raised
authoritatively in the servants' quarters.
*                 *                 *
ARRANGEMENTS for the picnic had been carried
out with great thoroughness, Euphemia Lord being
the moving spirit in all things. She had flirted to
good effect with the admiral and a small paddle-
steamer from the dockyard had been obtained.
In the stern the hamals sat guarding the pro-
visions, their bright orange turbans a pool of